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Maybe it was just the coin-
cidence of a Jakn Le Carre
py [lick on the tube the day
after the Central Intclligence
Agency admitted it has been
training our local police de-
partments in surveillance
techniques. That's enaugh to
make even the niost passive
observer of the world about

him start ncticing siuff that-

might have escaped his alten-
tion carlier.

All T know is, some mighty
strange things have been
happening around here lately.
; The first incident eccurred
in iz produce section of the
supermarket. I was studying
the lettuce display tmnﬂ to
figure out if the ror“m'ﬂ ‘had
Leen picked by non-union
harvesters or had simnly been
run over by a truck, when
suddendy I Lecame aware that
a wornan was apeaking to me.

I'turned and locked, and so
help me, it was Simone Sig-
noretl, rmlt down to the
drooping cigarette and the
head scarf.
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“I said, ‘Can you tell me
where thie Chinese cabhae
might be?’” she rereated, in
an amazingly deft hill-country
accent. .

“Isn’t that it there?” 1
asked, p)...tu’“

“That’s celery,” sho said
davkly, adiustinz hor bubush.
ka, which had slipped to re-
veal pink plastic hzir curlers.
Simone Simoret in pink plas-
tic hair curlers? Too much, I
thought. And yet . . .

“Do you sunjose they have
any Jecusalem artich nies?”?
she S"zd, ier ton2 ensial yet
somehow fregehl with nean-
ing and eddlv menacine,

That did it First Chaese
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cabbage, then Jerusalem orti-
choxes. Next she'd Le asking
about Russian dressina. 1
know ccde messages when [
hear them.

“I swear I don’t know any-
thine ahout it!” I blurted, ard
fled inlo the dairy section. As
Tleoked back. she was deep in
conversation with tI‘.-:? ;‘rr"’uce
manager, whe looked for, all
the world like What's-his-
name; you knaw, the guy with
the mustache Hiteheock al-
ways uscs to throw s off the
scent.,
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I hurricd. past deli, doubled
back throush pet foon and
then, ab"'ndomx‘ f my shop-
ping cart, squeszed out past a
large wonian who was bu;
twelve dozen eggs and a ¢
pack cof Schlitz. Got to siart
noticing thin<s lixe that, [ told

myseif. Cowld make a differ-
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Next day, in the pub — that

lS, the restaurant where I
usually take my lunch, as 1
was studving the flysneels in
the mirror { co' ddn’t telp not-
icing a man at a corners table

> intently. Ho luoked
famili as he the traitor in
“Tm'u marie?

I swung around casually on
my stool and ddx')orﬂtnlv
caught his eve. He smilod snd
nedided, I’rcm cool custainer,

"Al\m ” I said to tie bar-
tender, “1"}‘0 is that in the
cerner, the gink in tice black
topcont and the mray beard?”

“Don’t you remember, vou

had a b dizcuszion with him.

the ofher d: y above impound-
ment,” said Alvin, l.\ﬂu"’ a
ﬂ)c'\uo}\

Alvin was crazy. There liad
been 1o such discussion, I

stretahzd, suig, “I'm geingt lo
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make a phone call,” and
ducked out the back door. I'll
£o back far my overcoat some
other time, when this has all
blown over.

It's getting worse. On the
street, a caricature of a wino
tries to bum a quarter for cof-
fee. “What's that supposed to
mean?” Isnarl. He walks off,
muttering strangely, and 1
have to lean again=t a lamp-
post for a minute to get hold
of mvself,

At work, an assistant man-
aging cditor I never saw he-
fore droj:s a mvsterious docu-
ment on my desk and says,
“See what you can find out

shout this PTA m ceting, will
you?” Js it a tran? \y hy are

they after me, anyway? Need-’

less to say, when I dial the
phone rimbor on the lotter-
head, there is no angwer.

The payoff comes when [
amdriving Lome late the next
nizht and the old familiar red
lisht starts blink ding in the
back wiriow. I pull over and
vait, knue'des white on tha
steering wheel,

Yo

“Say. Mac, did you know
3011" richt rear willizht js't
working?” ke says with elabo-
raie cnsmh.:s

Ilsok up at }um dully, and
notice wit hout real sur p"r‘n
that it is JU‘CX:.I Co’tcn With
my last unee of self- -control, 1
muanage to keep my voice
even as 1s “{han’s, ofii-
cer, Il aftond Lo it dirst thing
in the mornine.”

Ha! First 1hi ing in the morn.
ing, irdeed! Who knows
ere I'lE B2 by then? Where
I all ke? By Ged, when
will it end? When will thoy
 hele anove? AT want
is to come i from thie cold.

STAT
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